THE SECOND EVENING

" You are unkind."

She made a gesture of petulant indifference to the
accusation.

" Then please, another kiss," he begged.

" No, no, you must go now," she said irritably. " I
can't bear being made love to, leaning out of the window
of a train."

There was a tap at the door, and Waterlow apologizing
for his disgracefully premature appearance for dinner at
half-past eight came round the corner of the high lacquer
screen.

" You haven't met Captain Drimys, have you, Roger ?"
she said with a brilliant smile for the compliment he paid
her by his early arrival.

" No, but I've heard a good deal about him," said the
newcomer advancing to greet him. But Captain Drimys
ignored the outstretched hand. He stood to attention,
clicked his heels together, and bowed stiffly.

" Oh, I beg your pardon," said Waterlow, and he too
brought his heels together for a Teutonic bow. " You
must excuse my poor attempt, Captain Drimysj I haven't
had as much practice in this style of courtesy as you."

Captain Drimys scowled. Then he clicked his heels
again and bent over Georgie's hand. At last he reached
the door, unhooked his sword from the peg, and with a
final click vanished.

" Georgie, Georgie, you never buckled on his sword,"
Waterlow laughed. " That was rather an oversight
romantically, wasn't it? "

" Roger, how ripping of you to come early like this,"
she cried gaily. " And I say, uniform does suit you,
doesn't it?"
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